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Have you ever known the Kno-Kno? 
None so helpful is as he; 
He is always kind and gentle, 

; And as patient as can be. 


Oh, the Kno-Kno knows aplenty 
Which he never will forget; 

When you trust him you will find him 
The best friend that you have met. 


Through one dark night I kept awake, 
And could only think and think, 

For the work to come at morning 
Would not let me sleep a wink. 


Then I saw the Kno-Kno sitting 
On the railing of my bed; 

He spoke: “T'll know it all for you, 
So just rest your busy head.” 
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Then I slept in restful quiet, 
And I found, when I awoke, 
That such wisdom as | needed 
Came each time the Kno-Kno spoke. 


Sat 


Oh, he helped me out of worry, 
And I found my troubles o'er, 
So upon the kindly Kno-Kno 


I shall never shut my door. 


If you take him to the schoolroom, 
You need never be in doubt: ; 
For the riddles in all lessons 
He will cleverly make out. : 


When arithmetic grows heavy 
And your feelings turn deep blue, 
Give your problems to the Kno-Kno; : 
He will solve each one for you. 
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With all nouns he will acquaint you; 
All the verbs he will set right; 
Will explain the zones and seasons, 


Parallels, and day and night. 


Oh, the Kno-Kno is a wise one, 
You can never puzzle him; 

You can trust him for your answers 
Though your memory seems dim. 


When you practice at plano 
nd your work seems full of faults 
He will count the time correctly 
And interpret march or waltz. 


When presented to a stranger 
(1 have known it for a fact), 


~ Quite at ease the Kno-Kno puts us 


And he tells us how to act. 
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Oh, the faithful, faithful Kno-Kno 
Is the friend to all who seek; 
He gives courage to the fearful 


And he makes the haughty meek. 


Then be sure to trust the Kno-Kno; 
He will bring you safely through; 

He will guard you, teach you, keep you, 
And will show you what to do. 


The crickety, crackety crocodile 
Has beautiful teeth, and a wonderful smile; 
But—oh! my dears!—beware of the smile 


Of the crickety, crackety crocodile! 


The crickety, crackety crocodile's tears 
Are intended to drive away your fears; 
But, oh! beware! my good little dears, 
Of the crickety, crackety crocodile's tears! 
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My kindly little terrier 
Is white with markings brown; 


He wears one spot upon his back, 


And two upon his crown. 
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WEE WISDOM 


The Old Guide And Margot 
Discéver Valma Village 
| 


BERNARD SEXTON 
Chapter 
New FRIENDS 


Where the old guide lived, the brook turned and twisted through 
grassy fields, and in one place, where it made a wide bend, he had 
built his house. It was such an unusual house, so different from any 
others they had seen, that all the neighbors laughed at it, and won- 
dered what in the world he meant by building it. But the old guide 
said nothing. He went on with the work, and as the house grew into 
form, even those who laughed at it had to admit that it was very 
beautiful. 

It was a small house, for as the old guide said, there were only 
himself and Margot to live in it. She was ten years of age. Some 
people thought it strange that she helped with the work of building 
the house, but the neighbors had no objection to this, because they 
thought it well that a little girl should work. Now it must not be 
understood that, because the neighbors laughed at the old guide, they 
were mean to him. Not at all. The village into which the old guide 
had come to build his home, was really one of the best villages in the 
world. That was why he came. When he arrived one summer 
morning, in a donkey cart with Margot and his belongings, he ex- 
plained to George, the blacksmith, that for two years he had read all 
the advertisements of nice villages that he ran across. When he found 
the name of a village that he liked, he wrote to the postmaster there 
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and asked him to say whether his village were reatly_a fine place te 
live in; and as postmasters tell the truth because they are honest—else, 
indeed, why would they be trusted with stamps?—they always wrote 
back and told him all the truth about their villages. He had written 
to twenty villages before coming to this one, he said. 

“T want a village that is a proper place in which to bring up a 
little girl,” he said, finally. 

“I’m sure you'll like Valma,” answered George. Then he in- 
vited the old guide in to breakfast, because, as he said, “You look as if 
you had come far.” 

George Orloff, the blacksmith, was a Russian. He had a very 
handsome Finnish wife. She had rosy cheeks, and pale gold hair, 
which fell down her back in two braids. She never would wear it other- 
wise. When she saw George bringing in the old guide and Margot, 
she flew out to the cart and took the little girl right off the seat. “You 
darling!” she cried. ““Where did George get you?” 
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It was such an unusual house. 


| 


4 
| 
roe 
~~ 
| | 
& 
> 
| 
- 
cya 


| 


WEE WISDOM 11 


-“*That’s Margot, ma’am,” answered the old guide. “I am her 


father.” 
Then Marya Orloff shook his hand, and she led them both into 


Diitaro 


darling,” she cried. ‘“‘Where did George get 


the Orloff’s little house, which was very like a Russian peasant house. 


The samovar was steaming on the table, and breakfast was already set. 

“Why, this is a lot of trouble,” began the old guide. 

“Not at all,” answered Marya. “You see, George does a little 
work every morning before breakfast. He hasn’t eaten yet. You're 
just in time,” and she smiled at them. 

Margot said, ““Thank you,” and took her seat at the table. She 
was really hungry, but she ate slowly and carefully as her father had 
taught. There was a big chimney place and a cheerful log fire burning, 
for it was a bit cool. A great white cat drowsed by the fire. A black 
Newfoundland dog looked in at the door now and then. 

“Now, good people, I suppose that I ought to tell you who I 
am,” said the old guide; and rosy-cheeked Marya, leaning her elbows 
on the table, looked eagerly at him. But she politely murmured, 
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“We're just as glad to see you, anyhow’ —only her eyes were all 
asparkle with curiosity. 

“T am from Mexico!” 

“How wonderful!” cried Marya. ““That’s where the Incas or 
some strange people live, isn’t it?” 

“The Aztecs, ma’am,” answered the old guide, turning his mild 
blue eyes on her. “They used to live down there. Not any more. 
Well, as I was saying, I’ve come from Mexico, although I wasn’t 
born there. Been prospecting and mining for gold and silver.” 

~ “Gold and silver,” whispered Marya, in awe. She laid a hand 
on the hand of George as if to seek sympathy in her wonderment. 

“Also I’ve guided parties—scientific men, and capitalists who 
were looking for investments.” 

Marya did not know the meaning of “investment.” She thought 
it a mysterious word; she had a vague idea that an investment is 
something golden and profitable, hidden perhaps in a hole in the 
ground, where it lies until the capitalist searches it out. 

“Well, neighbors, to come to the point, Margot was born down 
there. Her mother was a pure-blooded Indian woman, a descendant 
of those same Aztecs. She was, in fact, a direct descendant from 
Montezuma himself!” 

As the old guide said this, he looked around with somewhat of 
an air of pride. Immediately, however, his voice became sad. 

““She—is no longer living’—he said, looking down at the cloth. 

“Oh! you poor man!” sympathized Marya. Impulsively, she 
ong arm around Margot whom she had seated next to herself at the 
table. 


(To be continued. ) 
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PETER AND THE SALAMANDER 


AGNES DEERING Moore 


Peter sat on the bank of the stream in the pasture and stared 
gloomily down at the water. 

“T wish Puck would come this way,” he said; “he hasn’t been to 
see me for such a long time that I think he must have forgotten me. 
He might know that I like to be amused as well as anybody else. 
Things are so dull away out here on this ol’ farm with no one to play 
with. 

“T know what—I’ll go wading. O—o—oh, won't that be fun!”’ 
Peter eagerly began to pull off his shoes and stockings. “‘Doesn’t that 
feel good,” he exclaimed, as the soft mud oozed between his toes. 

““Why, if there aren’t some of my good old friends, the tadpoles! 
I don’t b’lieve they were here a minute ago. I wonder where they 
came from.” Peter stooped down to see whether he could catch one. 
“But aren’t these funny ones! They are so much paler than those | 
saw last spring. And their gills show more. Still, I s’pose tadpoles 
can’t all look alike.” 

“Young man, I'll have you know that those aren’t common tad- 
poles,” said a voice from the bank of the stream. “They are my chil- 
dren. And, as I’m no frog, they can’t be tadpoles. That's logic, 
and I’m proud of it.” 

Peter looked about, but he saw only a hideous little creature 
with four short legs and a thick short tail. Its back was an olive- 
brown color with dark brown spots, while the color on the under part 
of its body was orange-red with black spots. As a finishing touch, 
there were white spots along its sides. 

“O- h, c—can you t—t—talk, too>”’ gasped Peter. ‘“‘I— 
I believe I'll be going. I—think I hear my grandmother calling me.” 

““Nonsense, child, there’s no one calling you, and you know it. 
The trouble with you is that you’re afraid of me. Most people are, 
though I can’t see why. I’m sure I’ve never done anything to cause 
such fear. I’m so lonely. Please stay and talk to me.” 

““‘What are you>”’ asked Peter. 

“Tt would be much better if you were to say: “Who are you?’ 
I’m not a ‘thing,’ you know. I’m a real live creature, Mrs. Nelly 
Newt by name, and I belong to the salamander family of the batra- 
chian race. I am distantly related to Mr. Frederick Francis Frog, 
whom I think you have met. He also is a batrachian, but he belongs 
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“I’m a real live creature, Mrs. Nelly Newt by name.” 
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to a different family—a very different family. In the first place, the 
members of his family, as you know, have no tails—except the chil- 
dren, of course—and they are such a dull greenish brown color—not 
at all pretty. 

“Now we salamanders all have tails. “They make one look so 
much more graceful; don’t you think >” 

“Oh, yes. And have they all pretty red ‘tummies’ like yours?” 

““No, some have purple and some have yellow ‘tummies,” as you 
call them, and some are bright orange. But, boy, mine isn’t red. 
It’s a bright orange-red, which is very different from a plain red. 
Then, of course, besides these beautiful colors, most of us have spots 
along our sides. And my brother, Mr. Marbled Newt, has a streak 
of orange down his back. So, you see, we don’t all look alike. And 
what is more, we don’t act alike either. No sir, we salamanders have 
minds of our own. Do you think that all of us deposit our young 
children in the water? Not by a jugful. (Isn’t that a nice phrase? 
I heard the choreman say it to your grandfather.) For instance, my 
sisters who live on the land entirely, deposit their young under moist 
rocks. A few salamanders wrap their children in leaves, and still 
others deposit their offspring in jellylike masses upon the surface of the 
water. Oh, we certainly believe in living our own lives in the best 
way suited to our dispositions. 

“But there is one thing which we all are agreed upon. We all 
want to be near water or some place where there is moisture. We must 
have moisture, you know.” Nelly Newt looked wistfully at Peter and 
shook her head, while two large tears rolled down her cheeks and 
splashed upon the rock. “Ah me, ah me,” she sighed. 

_ “Oh, what’s the matter >” cried Peter, something bite you, 
or have you lost one of your children lately >” 

“No, no,” wailed Mrs. Nelly Newt. “I was thinking of what 
might happen to my dear children. Oh, oh!” One could see that the 
motherly creature was in great distress. 

“Oh! what could happen to them?” asked Peter. 

““The creek might dry up suddenly and then my dear children 
would perish and leave only blackened stains on the earth that had 
been the bed of the stream. Of course, the stream might dry very 
slowly. In that case the dear creatures would grow up before their 
time and leave the water earlier than usual. But alas, not having had 
the proper time in which to grow, they would be much smaller than their 
more fully developed brothers and sisters and would therefore be 
much less handsome.” 

“Oh, I don’t know. You aren’t so very—h—m. And besides, 
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the stream might not dry up at all. Then you will have had all your 
worry for nothing.” 

**Aren’t what?” sharply demanded Mrs. Nelly Newt. 

“‘Aren’t handsome, you know.” Peter gazed intently at Mrs. 
Nelly Newt. “Did you ever see yourself?’ he asked. 

“Indeed I have,” replied Mrs. Nelly Newt indignantly. “I look 
at myself every day by getting upon this rock and looking into the 
water. You, yourself, said just a moment ago that I have a pretty 
‘tummy.’ By ‘tummy’ I suppose that you meant the front panel of 
my costume.” 

“Oh, the color is beautiful,”’ said Peter hastily. 

““What’s wrong with me, then?” Mrs. Nelly Newt was indeed 
growing very angry, for she was a rather vain little creature. 

“Oh, it—you—I don’t know.” 

“Well, boy, after this, see that you know what you are talking 
about. And as to the stream’s not drying up—it mightn’t, to be sure, 
but then again it might. You said an extremely dangerous thing then, 
boy. If I had been a less experienced salamander, I probably would 
have believed your statement about the stream’s having plenty of 
water and I shouldn’t be worrying now.” 

“But why should you worry at all>? I don’t believe in thinking 
of disagreeable things until they happen. And nearly always, they 
don’t happen.” 

“Maybe you're right, boy. Maybe—you—are—tight. I'll 
think it over. But now I must go back into the stream and get some 
moisture. I have stayed out quite too long already. CGood-by.” 

Peter watched the little creature until it disappeared; then he 
trudged home, as he felt sure that it must be dinnertime. 
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JOYS 


LIDA R. HARDY 


GOD'S GIFT OF THE DOG 
The dog is called man’s faithful friend. He is a household pet 


in every country and is the only animal that has followed man all 
over the world. 

“He tells no tales, betrays no secrets, never sulks, and asks no 
troublesome questions, but he is always ready for a bit of fun.” 

Dogs pay their own way by returning valuable service for food 
and protection. You can read a man’s character in his dog’s face. If 
the dog has a cringing, cowardly look and if he shrinks when his master 
comes near him, it means that the man thinks selfish and cruel thoughts. 
If a dog runs, barking joyously and wagging his tail, to meet his master, 
his actions tell plainly that he has for his master a man who is kind and 
affectionate. 

Because he has a backbone the dog is called a vertebrate. He 
is also a mammal, because the mother dog feeds her babies with milk 
which is created in her own body. 

Dogs are carnivorous, that is, they eat meat. And because they 
have four feet, they are called quadrupeds. In all of these ways dogs 
and cats are alike. Like pussy, the dog uses his tongue for lapping up 
liquids. 

The dog does not perspire through the skin as other animals do. 
When his body is heated the moisture passes off through the tongue. 
That is why he runs with his tongue hanging out of his mouth. 

Each of the dog’s feet has five toes. The fifth toes of the hind 
feet never touch the ground. 

’ The dog cannot fold up his claws as pussy can, therefore he does 
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not walk as quietly. The claws of the.dog are made for digging. 
The dog family includes dogs, wolves, jackals, and foxes. 

One of our most beautiful and most affectionate dogs is the 
Newfoundland. A larger and stronger dog than the Newfoundland 
is the Labrador dog. In their native countries both of these dogs are 
trained to draw little carriages 
and sledges, and on account 
of their great usefulness they 
are highly valued. 

Newfoundland dogs are 
fond of the water, and have 
many times saved the lives of 
TB people who have fallen into 
‘the water and would have 
drowned but for the dog’s 
quick and faithful service. 

The bloodhound has a wonderful sense of smell, and can trace 
a man or an animal for miles and miles, with perfect certainty. 

The mastiff is employed as a house dog and always shows great 
fondness for his master. The swiftest of all dogs is the greyhound. 
The most faithful and true is the shepherd dog. 

All dogs need food and water every day. They need something 
more: They need love. 

Have you ever watched that sorry look creep over a dog’s face 
when harsh or unkind words were spoken to him? And have you 
noticed what a little thing will fill his dog heart with joy and gladness? 
Just a little movement of the hand, a soft - on the head or a kind 
smile will make his eyes fairly dance 
with gratitude. Kindness is an easy 
thing for us to give; if we give it away 
it returns to us as a wealth of pleasure. 

We all have heard of the work of 
that good man, George T. Angell. He 
was the man who organized the first 
Humane Society, and the Band of = 
Mercy. His motto is: “Glory to God, 
peace on earth, kindness, justice, and mercy to every living creature.” 

When he was a little boy he was very fond of animals; and all 
animals loved him. They could not help it. He received just as much 
love as he gave. That is the law, you know. Animals always know 
and love their friends, and so they were attracted to this boy. Pigeons 
and sparrows came to him for food every day. He could handle, 
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with perfect safety, dogs which were thought to be dangerous and 
which other people were afraid to be near. His love for them was 
so strong that he could not fear them. 

When Mr. Angell was a young man, he was once invited, on a 
cold evening, to the home of a wealthy friend. Soon after Mr. 
Angell’s arrival, a servant came in and told her mistress that a poor, 
half-starved, half-frozen dog was at the back door. The mistress 
told the servant to throw the animal into the street. Young Mr. 
Angell immediately bade the 
woman a hasty good-by and hur- 
ried out after the dog. He found 
it, took it home with him, and 
took care of it. 

In some cities there are 
homes for the care of homeless 
animals. One of the largest 
homes of this kind in the world 
is in far-off Bombay. It was 
founded by a native Indian, Sir Dinshaw Manock jee Petit. It is 
supported by citizens of Bombay whose love for God's creatures 
is stronger than their love for money. The home not only cares for 
domestic animals, but wounded wild animals are brought there and 
cared for. When well, they are given their freedom. 

The natives of India do not use flesh for food. For that reason 
they are tender and kind to God’s lower creatures. Here is a part of 
a lesson which the Hindu boys and girls learn at school: 

“Be kind to the lower animals.” 

“Each one of these animals possesses a soul.” 

The Hindu Bible says: “‘Do not kill any animals for pleasure. 
See harmony in nature, and lend a helping hand to all living creatures.” 

You will find more about these simple yet valuable teachings in 
“Every Living Creature,” by Ralph Waldo Trine. 

One of the books that Mr. Angell wanted every child to read 
is called ‘Beautiful Joe.” By reading this story we are made to “see 
as animals see, and feel as animals feel.’” The book teaches us, also, 
to understand the language of the lower creatures. 
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“NOT A SPARROW FALLETH” 
JEAN KING KEMPF 


I shall tell you something about a flock of birds that alighted 
one morning on some bushes in my back yard, in search of breakfast. 

Hearing unusual sounds outside my window, I looked out to see 
what was going on. There was a family of birds; they were singing 
and having a wonderful time. I was as quiet as I could be, for wild 
birds are timid creatures, and I did not wish to frighten them away. 

I think that they must have been moving, and that they were 
looking for a warmer climate in which to spend the winter. “Lucky 
birds,” thought I. “The Creator has not only given them marvelous 
intelligence, but also a powerful little airplane; to fly they need only 
think about flying, then start their little motors, and away they go at 
a moment’s notice.” 

Where they had come from, I cannot say. Perhaps they had 
spent the night in a friendly eucalyptus tree, just outside my yard; or 
they might have flown over from old Mt. Tamaulipas, yonder. At 
any rate, they were hungry. 

In parts of the West, besides the annual migration north in the 
spring and south in the fall, many kinds of birds move from the moun- 
tains, where they rear their young, to the valleys, where they spend 
the winter. 

When I stepped to the door to see what was going on, I noticed 
perched on one of my cosmos bushes, a very pretty little yellow bird. 
I wondered whether some neighbor’s canary had escaped and were en- 
joying his freedom. Then I spied several of the bushes swaying, and 
saw another bunch of yellow tufts moving in the breeze. Looking 
more closely I saw that birds were feasting on the seeds of the cosmos 
bushes; between bites they warbled their thanks for such a fine break- 
fast. It was a pretty sight, and I called softly to my little daughter 
to come and see. But the birds took fright and the whole flock flew 
away. As they flew, I counted twelve beautiful little American 
goldfinches. 

These birds are sometimes called California wild canaries. That 
is not the right name, although they do resemble canaries very much. 
The males are a bright yellow, with black wings and tail; the females 
are a yellowish brown. In the summer these birds may be seen in 
small flocks, feeding on the seeds of the thistle, hemp, and other 
plants. They are very valuable to man, for they feed mostly on the 
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seeds of weeds, but balance their diet by eating the insects which work 
on plant life. 

But here is the best part of my story: I had been tempted many 
times to pull up the cosmos and throw it away, as it was nearly through 
blooming. But something always prevented my doing this, and I know 
now that it was planned that I should leave the bushes there and thus 
help the Father who works through us. My bushes were a convenient 
place for the birds that morning. 

Jesus has told us that if a sparrow falls God knows about it. 
So I know that it was the Father’s idea that my bushes should be left 
there, to help him carry out a part of his plan in nature. 

Now the bird family has gone on toward the sunny southland, 
but my cosmos bushes are still standing, with a few buds remaining. 
Perhaps some other little wanderers will find a few morsels of food 
there, to help them on their way, while I shall have a little song of 
praise to make the day brighter. 


MY SHADOW 


I have a little shadow that goes in and out with me, 

And what can be the use of him is more than I can see. 
He is very, very like me from my heels up to the head; 
And I see him jump before me, when I jump into my bed. 


The funniest thing about him is the way he likes to grow— 

Not at all like proper children, which is always very slow; 

For he sometimes shoots up taller like an India-rubber ball, 
Aid he sometimes gets so little that there’s none of him at all. 


He hasn’t got a notion of how children ought to play, 

And can only make a fool of me in every sort of way. 

He stays so close beside me, he’s a coward you can see; 
I’d think shame to stick to nursie as that shadow sticks to me! 


One morning, very early, before the sun was up, 

I rose and found the shining dew on every buttercup; 

But my lazy little shadow, like an arrant sleepy-head, 

Had stayed at home behind me and was fast asleep in bed. 
—Robert Louis Stevenson. 
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GOD IS ALWAYS WITH ME 


Betty Evans 
Morsemere, N. J. 


Sometimes I am very good, 
Sometimes, very bad; 
Sometimes | feel very gay, 
Sometimes, very sad. 


But during all these periods, 
I have God’s love and care; 


And no matter how I feel, 
God is always here and there. 


THE INNER VOICE 


HELEN ZIMMERMAN (12 years) 
Elmwood Place, Ohio 


I have a friend named Doris who is studying music, but she does 
not like to practice. 

One day Doris said to her father: 

“Daddy, last night as I was getting ready for bed, something 
inside me said: ‘Practice makes perfect.’ It kept on saying that until 
I fell asleep.” 

““You should listen to the inner voice,” said her father; “‘it will 
get you somewhere in the world. 

“T will tell you a story of a musician,” continued Doris’ father. 
“When a boy of about ten years of age, his father took him to a con- 
cert. When the concert was over he asked his father if he might not 
study music. His father said that he would make arrangements for 
the son to study in the city. When the day came for his departure 
the boy bade his mother good-by and left for the city. After a long 


time he became a musician. 
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““But Daddy, how did he become a musician?”’ asked Doris. 

“Oh, I almost forgot to tell you that he listened to the inner 
voice,” replied her father. “This voice meant all the world to the 
musician; does it mean that to you?” 

“Yes, Daddy,” said Dorris. “‘I will listen to the voice, and prac- 
tice. Thank you for telling me the story.” 

Then Doris went to the piano to practice. 


MY PET 
RoserT Boyer, jr. (9 years) 
Kansas City, Mo. 


I have a little dog. His name is Wigwag. Wigwag and | have 
so much fun racing to the store and back to Mother, who waits at the 
door. Then out we go again, across the street to Johnny’s house. 
Johnny and I hide and Wigwag looks for us. Then we rest and talk. 
When Johnny’s mother calls him, he tells us that he will be back in 
a minute. Then I talk to Wigwag. When Johnny comes back with 
two big cookies, he gives one to me. I throw away a piece of my 
cooky and Wigwag runs after it; then we play. When Johnny’s 
mother calls him to dinner, then I go home to dinner. 


FAIRIES 


MARCELLA CHADKIN 
Tupper Lake, N. Y. 


My thoughts are with the fairies, 
My thoughts are everywhere; 

My thoughts are with the fairies 
Climbing a big stair, 

The stair that leads to fairyland, 
So very far away. 

If you are very good children, 
I’ll take you there some day. 


OUR BABY MOTHS 


E. SMITH 
Lake George, N. Y. 


Elizabeth Powell of Monticello wrote you about the moth that 
laid eggs in her hand while she was taking it to the teacher. The 
teacher was my grandmother. She put the moth into the cage with 
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other moths, and after a while there were about fifty little worms, 
about a quarter of an inch long, in the cage. 

After school closed they were left there for a time. When the 
rooms were varnished many of the baby moths died. Grandma 
brought four of them to Lake George, in a writing paper box with a 
piece of georgette sewed over a breathing place in the cover. During 
some very hot weather the box cover was left off to give more air. 
One of the largest crawled out; two died, and we now have only one 
which sleeps in the daytime and eats at night. He grows very fast. 
If he does not transform before September, grandma will take him 
back with her and return him to the cage in which he was hatched. 

In the Catskills, the “black faced babies” lived on the leaves 
of a rose bush and an apple tree. In the Adirondacks they seem to 
prefer butternut leaves. These babies seem to be both biting and 
sucking creatures. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


[Boosters who wish to help other Boosters, can do so by saying 
this prayer for them.] 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 
God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 
Patient, kind, and loving, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be, 
Through Christ, the Truth that is in me. 


God is my health, I can't be sick; 

God is my strength, unfailing, quick ; 
God is my all; I know no fear, 

Since God and love and Truth are here. 


—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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WEE WISDOM 


ROYAL, Secretary 

Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (life and wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no 
evil. Price of pins, 25 cents each. 

Requirements for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secre- 
tary of the Booster Club, Tenth and Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and Letters—All Booster letters and club reports must be in by 
the twenty-fifth of the second month preceding date of issue. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write 
to one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so 
many Boosters that we cannot write for you. 

When you send us a story or a poem for Wee Wisdom, please be sure to 
tell us whether you composed it yourself, or whether you copied it. When you 
copy anything, give the author’s name, and tell from where you copied it. 

Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at 
one time; send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail 
you a cap. 


Dear Wees 

. I wonder whether you know all the reasons why the grown-ups 
are glad to have school begin and the boys and the girls at their desks 
and busy with their lessons. 

I did not know all the reasons when I was a small girl going to 
school, and not until I became a grown-up did I understand. I have 
thought that perhaps you would like for me to speak of some of the 
reasons for school. 

The very first of all: I will say that a few years will make a 
great difference in your lives. ‘This time will seem short until you be- 
come men and women, doing some share of the world’s work. School 
now is your very best preparation for your work, whatever it may be. 

School prepares you to enjoy good books, so that you will wish 
always to give your mind the best thoughts. 

School trains you to keep your mind on what you are doing. 
Every one who succeeds in life must know how to do that. 
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School accustoms you to regular hours of work, such as you will 
have when you go into business. 

Your teachers help you in all these preparations. When you 
work in loving willingness with your teachers, you are laying the foun- 
dation for happy associations with your fellow workers a few years 
from now. 

The grown-ups are watching your progress in all these ways, for 
they need your help and wish to share with you the joy of doing things 
well. 

Merchants are looking for better helpers to make out accounts, 
and to be interested in customers. 

Greater pictures are to be painted than have yet been painted; 
some of you will paint these pictures. 

There must be written poems more beautiful than any that we 
now know. History must be more pleasingly related. Better books 
than we have now must be given to the world. We grown-ups are 
expecting you to help produce all these better products. 

All work must be done better than it has been done before. We 
grown-ups are eagerly looking to you for the help that we must have 
in order to get this better work done. We want men to run our rail- 
roads better than ever before. We want Truth teachers who by their 
words and their lives will make the Christ message lovely to every 
one. We want farmers who will rejoice in the beautiful fields and 
pastures, streams and hills. We want sweeter music than has yet been 
composed. We want statesmen to whom their country must be as 
God’s country, to be kept clean for God’s people. 

Remember, this is what we believe that you are going to help 
us bring about: 

All the work in all the world done better than it has ever before 
been done. 

The first thing in doing a work is to begin the work, and I, for 
one member of the Wee Wisdom family, mean to begin my part in the 
better work by making this year’s work better than any I ever before 
have done. How many of you will join me? 

With love, 
THE EpitTor. 


DEMONSTRATIONS 


Dear Secretary—I enjoy Wee Wisdom very much; it helps me a great 
deal. Here is my report: Arithmetic was very hard for me, but I read Wee 
Wisdom and followed its teaching, and on my next report card I got 100 in arith- 
metic.—A dona Smith. 

My dear Wee Wisdom—I read you every month, and enjoy you very much. 
I was ill of the measles. I learned The Prayer of Faith, and in a few days 
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Mee better. I think your verses are beautiful; I repeat lots of them.—Myrile 
uller. 

Dear Wees—I'd like to let you know that Wee Wisdom has helped me to 
be a better boy. Since I learned The Prayer of Faith I have learned to be well 
and happy all the time.—Franklin Wilmot. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am very grateful for you. You have helped me 
in my schoolwork, home work, and play. The girls in my grade at my school 
wanted a baseball team. I wanted to be captain very much, but I didn’t tell 
anybody. I said that God had no favorites and if it were right for me to 
be captain, I would be. They elected me captain, and I thanked God very 
much. My team played four games and lost only one.—Dorothy Jewell. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you. I read my paper and lend it to my little 
neighbor girl. I used to be afraid and to think that I saw things at night. Now 
I am not afraid. I know that we are safe in God’s keeping and that he loves 
and cares for all.—Paul Workman. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—We have been blessed in so many ways that we 
cannot count all our blessings. I have been having a Sunday school class every 
Sunday. We said The Prayer of Faith for a little girl and a woman, and 
pd were healed. I always look forward to Wee Wisdom with joy.—Florence 

artin. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am enjoying Wee Wisdom more than ever. It 
helps me very much in my studies. When I have finished reading it I give 
it to my friends.—Allan Bromley. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—The Prayer of Faith has helped me in all my work. 
—Eleanor Bowman. 

Dear Unity—I have learned many wonderful things from Wee Wisdom. 
I have asked and I have received help many times, in my schoolwork and in 
other things. I attend the Unity Sunday school of Tulsa.—Glen Borden. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have lain in bed many hours each day in the past 
several years, but by reading Wee Wisdom and learning of our Father’s love, I 
am growing stronger.—Evelyn Thompson. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—One day I was feeling ill. I repeated The Prayer 
of Faith over and over and before evening I was feeling fine—Fvelyn Peacher. 
; Dear Wees—I like best, The Prayer of Faith, ““What Happened to 
Billy,” and Puzzle Page. I said The Prayer of Faith for Mother when she 
was ill, and it helped her.—Anniedell Hufstickler. 


Dear Friends—I take Wee Wisdom and like it very much. [I like all 
the stories but I like the Bible lessons best—Theo. Screiner, jr. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy your stories very much. I like best, “The 
Garden, the Gate, and the Key.” Your illustrations are just wonderful. The 
Prayer of Faith has helped me in many ways and I like it very much. I carried 
my Wee Wisdom to Sunday school and read the lesson to the other children in 
my class, and they thought it a wonderful book. Many of the little girls want 
to take Wee Wisdom.—Katie May Powell. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I received ““Wee Wisdom’s Way” for a Christmas 
present. I wish every Wee Wisdom reader could read it. It is so good.— 
Elizabeth Welty. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I read many books but I find Wee Wisdom more 
interesting than any other. I like Peter Pan and ““The Garden, the Gate, and 
the Key.”—Gladys Bockelman. 
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WEES WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER WEES 

Adele Loyd, 3519 Casitas ave., Los Angeles, Calif.; Allie Cox, box 
251, Arkadelphia, Ark.; Edna Kraisinger, box 48, Timken, Kan.; Virginia 
Emmons and Jean Emmons, box 339, Courtland, Ariz.; Glen Borden, 1324 
E. Hodge st., Tulsa, Okla.; Mildred Rathbun, 5 Dewey st., Elmwood, R. I.; 
Edward Elliott, 163 Camden road, London, N. W. 1, Eng.; Susan Russell, 
125 Clark st., Glenridge, N. J.; Dorothy Jackson, 286 Washington st., Atlanta, 
Ga.; Dorothy Jewell, 5232 California ave., Seattle, Wash.; Verne Guenther, 
2970 Deckerbach ave., Clifton, Cincinnati, Ohio; Lorene Curtis, Spickard, Mo. ; 
Ruth Carpenter, 909 Baltimore st., Middletown, Ohio; Vadie Lee Jones, Hin- 
nant ave., Mirando City, Tex.; Kathleen Transort, 4208 Prairie ave., Chicago, 
Ill.; Edith La Dow, 1254 Evarts st., n. e., Washington, D. C.; Martha Troy 
and Carolyn Troy, 16 Catalpa road, Providence, R. I.; Eleanor Frederickson, 
rfd 2, box 146, Petoskey, Mich. 


WEES WHO ASK THE PRAYERS OF OTHER WEES 
Icie Hutcheson: health, prosperity; Alice Cogswell: health, disposition; 
Geraldine Hocum: father’s health; Kathleen Transort: health; Eleanor 
Frederickson: father to become Christian; Marjorie Mekota: for throat and nose; 
Margrette Long: to help build house of worship. 


NEW MEMBERS OF THE BOOSTER CLUB 

Robert Henry Warfield; Edith La Dow; May Anderson; Martha Troy; 
Carolyn Troy; Verne Guenther; Wendy Hugon; John Hodge; Dorothy Hodge; 
Jean Emmons; Emilie Fant; Fern Williams; Ruth Carpenter; Esien Eeyo; 
Ruth Owen; William Edwards; Fern Berg; Susan Hughes; John Hunter 
Goddard, jr.; Paul Workman; Ruth Brookins; Ivan Pinkard; Mercy Barber; 
Clarice Ellithorpe; Ziepha Ellithorpe; Justus Francis; Wilburna Singley; Paula 
Lyndy; Francis Louise Wilson; Hasel Crosby; Ruth Wright; Lucile Greenman; 
Eleanor Bowman; Evelyn Manciet; Doris Ives; Roberta Ferguson; Bruce 
Hallier; Eula Porter; Dorothy Frazier; Samuel J. De Mott; Virginia Em- 
mons; Mayde McGinty; Mildred Rathbun; Allie Cox; Ida Helen Martin; 
Marcella Chadkin. 


The plants, the fruit on tree 
4 and vine, 
‘ Pal Come from the love that is 
wo! divine. 


TABLE 
BLESSING 
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YOUNG 
ais §=IMELDA OCTAVIA SHANKLIN. 


MIND—ONLY ONE 


There are many people in the world, many birds, many land 
animals and many sea animals. When we think of all these, it is 
natural for us to suppose that there must be a very great number of 
minds in the world—that each person, each bird, each animal has a 
separate mind. 

But if we think that there are many minds, we make a mistake. 
There is only one mind, the mind of God. The one mind may be 
compared to an electric lighting plant, and what looks to be many 
separate minds may be compared to the bulbs that give out the light 
in the streets or in our homes. 

When some one says “my mind,” he means the mind of God as 
he is letting God’s mind think in him. Each bulb of the electric light- 
ing system could say “my light,” in the sense in which we may say 
“my mind.” But as all the bulbs are outlets for the lighting power of 
the plant, so are our minds the outlets of God’s mind. 

If one puts a blue globe over his electric light bulb, he gets a 
blue light in his room. If another uses a pink globe, he gets a pink 
light in his room. But under the blue globe and under the pink globe, 
the light is the same. The difference which we notice in the light in the 
two rooms is made by the difference in the color of the two globes. 

Each person in the world puts over the light of God’s mind in 
him the globe of his own thinking. This is why the mind of God 
seems to be different in different people. 

All the inharmony in the world comes because each of us lets 
“my mind” think instead of letting God’s mind think. We never 
should find fault with one another if we should remember that the 
one mind is trying to think in all. It would be unwise for the man 
who has the blue globe over his light to find fault with the other man 
for using a pink globe, and the man with the red globe would be in the 
wrong if he should say to the other: “You can get no light through 
that globe. Why don’t you put on a red globe?” 

We sometimes speak of the one mind as though it were three 
minds in each of us. We speak of the superconscious mind, the con- 
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scious mind, and the subconscious mind. But we do not mean that 
we have three minds; we mean that we use mind in three ways. 

Using mind in three ways may be compared to our dividing 
our day into periods of daylight, twilight, night. No matter how 
we divide the day into parts, there is only one day. And no matter 
how we divide our minds, there is only one mind. 

In our next lesson we shall study that use of the one mind 
which we call the superconscious mind. 


A SMILE THAT GREW 
ELLA JOSEPHINE DICKERSON 


A sunny Wee woke at the bright peep of day, 
Asmiling, asmiling ; 

She smiled at her sister a greeting so gay 
That then she, too, was smiling. 


Two little girls skipped out to their play, 
Asmiling, asmiling; 

They smiled at a playmate just over the way, 
And then she, too, was smiling. 


Three little maids tripped to school, full of joy, 
Asmiling, asmiling; 

They smiled a “good morning”’ to each girl and boy, 
And then they all were smiling. 
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BUSY SUNBEAMS 
FRANCES W. FouLKs 


The joyous vacation is over and the happy school days are here 
| again. All over our land the school bells are pealing out their invita- 
| tion: “Come, come.” The Wees, brown of skin and strong of body 
after many weeks of outdoor life, are trooping into the schoolrooms. 
Every one is happy this first day, and I know that Teacher wishes that 
this joy might last throughout the school 
year. And why can’t it? Suppose you 
appoint yourself a committee of one to 
spread happiness. Every morning be- 
| fore you start to school, say several 
times: “I'll be a sunbeam today and 
make everybody happier.” 

The little girls who read Wee 
Wisdom are Busy Sunbeams, learning 
to grow through lessons of many kinds. 
As this is their name they should radiate 
sunshine, no matter how hard the lessons 
or what any one else does or says. 

Perhaps you are the only one in 
your room who reads Wee Wisdom, the only little Truth girl; then 
you should be a brighter sunbeam than any other little girl, shouldn’t 
you? The Master said that the kingdom of heaven is within us. He 


| 
P 
IN | 


32 WEE WISDOM 


said that it is like the leaven (Mother calls it yeast) which, when put 
into dough, leavens the whole lump. So with this joy or heaven within 
you, little girl as you are, you can make your whole world happier. 

We want to feel happiness as we start on this lesson. Did you 
ever notice that the thread snarls and knots and that you make mis- 
takes, when you are cross? Scowls and frowns are the clouds which 

hide the sunshine and 

cause all kinds of 

trouble. Just be- 

cause you are so 

happy and _ because 

this is the first month 

pS of school, the needle- 

é work lesson will be 

easy. It is also a 

happy reminder of 

the vacation which 

we have just left be- 

il hind. Did you not 

see many times as 

you were playing 

among the trees and 

the flowers, beautiful butterflies flitting from flower to flower, dining 

on the sweetness which they found? Let us suppose that these butter- 

flies are the ones that you rescued from some little boy or girl who did 

not know how to be kind to God’s creatures. Let us suppose that, as 

those butterflies flew away into freedom, they left pictures of them- 
selves to make you happier. 

You are to transfer these pictures on to some of the little school 
dresses which dear Mother is making for you—on to the pockets and 
probably several of them on to the waist and the skirt. If the dress is 
dark, work the lines, in the outline stitch, of a light colored floss, yellow 
or tan; if the dress is of light material, work them with a dark floss, 
brown or blue or black. Then make the large spots in the satin stitch 
of bright colored floss, red and yellow and green and blue. Make the 
little body the same color as the lines, in the satin, or over-and-over 
stitch. The tiny dots are French knots, and they are to be made last 
so that you can tell just what color will make them look best. 

On another dress which Mother has finished you can work, in 
outline stitch, the little bird, which is also a reminder of the happy days 
under the trees. Or you can cut it out of some material of a different 
color, baste it on the dress, and work it very closely all around with 
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the buttonhole stitch, making the inside lines in outline stitch. You 
can use these butterfly and bird designs in many other ways, when you 
have the time, on scarfs or towels or centerpieces. 

Do you keep all your Wee Wisdoms, so that when I tell you to 
use a certain kind of stitch and you do not quite remember it, you can 
hunt up the instructions for making it> And sometimes when you need 
a little design to work on something, you can find one in these lessons. 

Remember our motto and be a sunbeam. Then all your work 
will be easier, all your lessons will be learned quicker, and all your 
play will be happier. Be a sunbeam. 


AFFIRMATIONS 
R. BETE 
Sing a song of health, dears, 
Of joyous work and play; 
Four-and-twenty Truth thoughts 
For us all to say. 


&aances 


When the lips affirm them, 
The heart begins to sing; 

They are more satisfying, 
Than any other thing. 
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Lesson 13, SEPTEMBER 23, 1923. 


TIMOTHY, A GOOD MINISTER OF CHRIST JESUS.— 
Acts 16:1-3; Philippians 2:19-22; II Timothy 1:1-6; 3:14, 15. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Be thou an ensample to them that believe, in word, 
in manner of life, in love, in faith, in purity—I Tim. 4:12. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


The name Timothy means worshiping God. The story of Timothy, 
as we read it in the Bible, helps to fill us with the love of God and the 
wish to serve him. 

Timothy’s mind was so filled with faith and love that all selfish 
or evil thoughts were cleansed from it. As he thought good, pure thoughts, 
he showed forth goodness and purity in all that he did, and others were 
glad to speak well of him. The thoughts that we think make us what we 
are. If we think thoughts of health, our bodies will show health; if we 
think happiness, our faces will look happy; if. we think clean thoughts our 
actions and our lives will be clean and pure. 

When our minds are cleansed of all error thoughts, we do not seek 
things for ourselves; we want only to do the will of Jesus Christ. 

In one of his letters Paul tells Timothy to stir up the gift of God that 
is in him. This gift of God is an understanding of the true life of God 
as we see it in ourselves. Each of us can have the same gift; each of 
us always should keep it stirred up in his mind. We keep this gift stirred up 
by remembering that God made us like himself and that to be faithful to 
him we must show to others words and acts that are like God. 

When we keep this gift stirred up, every one that we know is glad to 
give a good report of us, and we win the love and the friendship of all. 
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LESSON QUESTIONS 
What is the first thought that we get from the story of Timothy? 
What makes us healthy and happy? 
What is the gift of God in us? 
How do we keep this gift stirred up> 


Lesson THOUGHT—1 will cleanse my mind of every error thought, 
and I will think of only that which is good and pure. 


MEMORY VERSE 
I'll cleanse and purify my thoughts, — 
From error set them free; 
I'll daily try to keep stirred up 
The gift of God in me. 


Lesson 14, SEPTEMBER 30, 1923. 


REVIEW: GREAT MEN AND WOMEN OF THE NEW 
TESTAMENT. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Therefore let us also, seeing we are compassed 
about with so great a cloud of witnesses, lay aside every weight, and the 
sin which doth so easily beset us, and let us run with patience the race that 


is set before us.—Heb. 12:1. 
WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


The stories about the men and women of the New Testament show 
us things about ourselves, just as the men and women of the Old Testament 
stand for the qualities in us. 

_ When we feel the working of the Christ spirit in us, we cleanse our 
minds of old thoughts, as John the Baptist cleansed by baptism. 

Purity of heart comes to us when we let the mother qualities grow 
in us, as they grew in Mary, the mother of Jesus. 

Faith in God comes to us when we get the understanding of the Father, 
and like Peter, we then show what the Christ spirit really is. 

Because Jesus loved John so much, John’s life helps us to build up 
more love for God in our hearts. 

We need to use our wills to make us follow Jesus, and the story of 
Matthew teaches us how we can train our wills. 

Faithfulness in serving God comes to us as we learn from Mary Mag- 
dalene to be grateful for the blessings that he gives to us. 

We can serve God in two ways: by listening to his teaching, as Mary 
did, and by working for him, as Martha did. 

As Stephen forgave those who cruelly stoned him, so we can freely 
forgive all who try to wrong us. 
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As Barnabas was called the great-hearted because he gave so freely, 
we learn that giving is one of the surest ways in which we can grow in 
grace and faith. 

The light which came to Paul changed his will and made him want 
to serve Jesus Christ. When we find light within us, our wills are changed 
in the same way. 

God always gives us the chance to “make good,” if we stick to the 
thing we are doing to serve him, as Mark was given another chance by 
Barnabas. 

We learn from the story of Luke of the wonderful healing power that 
there is within us when we find God. 

The beautiful life of Timothy teaches us to keep the gift of God 
stirred up within us. The gift of God is an understanding of the life of 
God. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
What is the first thing that we should do to prepare the Jesus Christ 
spirit to be awakened in us? 
Name two ways in which we can serve God. 
What is one of the surest ways in which we can grow in grace and 
faith? 
When the light of Spirit shines upon us what does it cause us to do? 


LEsson THOUGHT—/ will keep my thoughts on Jesus Christ and 
will serve him in all ways. 


MEMORY VERSE 
I love to read the stories true 
Of those who lived in olden days; 
Their noble lives will teach me how 
To follow Him in all my ways. 


LEsson 1, OcToBER 7, 1923. 


ABRAHAM, A BLESSING TO THE WHOLE WORLD.—Gen. 
12:1-4; 18:17, 18; 22:15-18. 


GOLDEN TEXT—/n thee shall all the families of the earth be blessed. 
—Gen. 12:3. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


We begin today a three months’ study of the missionary message of 
the Bible. Missionary work is telling or showing God’s work to others. 

When God sent Abraham into the new land he did so not alone 
to give Abraham and his people a rich land to live in; he wanted the 
Hebrews to grow in knowing the one true God, so that they could carry 
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the message of the one God to the people who lived about them. In those 
days when so many people worshiped idols, only those who had great faith 
in God could give his message to others. That is why Abraham was 
chosen to do this great work. We all are chosen to do missionary work; 
some may do it in one way, some in another way. Chances come to us every 
day to show forth to others some of the goodness of God, and if we have 
great faith in God we shall not fear to do his work. 

We must not only be faithful, we must be willing to give up everything, 
if God asks us to do so. Abraham’s son Isaac came to him when Abraham 
and his wife were very old, and for that reason Isaac was very, very dear 
to his parents. Yet when God told Abraham to offer his only son on the 
altar, Abraham started at once to obey, although it made him very sad 
to do so. He did not have to give up Isaac, but he had to be willing to 
do so before God could trust him with the great work that he was to do. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


What is missionary work? 
Why did God choose Abraham to do missionary work ? 
Are we called to do this kind of work for God? 


What must we be willing to do in order to be true missionaries ? 


LEssoN THOUGHT—/ will be faithful to God, that I may be a 
blessing to others. 


MEMORY VERSE 


By living close to God, my faith 
Grows greater day by day; 
And when the Father calls on me 

I always will obey. 


LEssONn 2, OCTOBER 14, 1923. 


ISRAEL, A MISSIONARY NATION.—Exodus 19:1-6; Isaiah 
43:9-11; 45:20-22. 
GOLDEN TExT—Ye shall be unto me a kingdom of priests, and a 
holy nation.— Ex. 19:6. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


In this lesson God is trying to make the people of Israel know that they 
are to be witnesses for him. A witness is one who tells or shows forth 
something. If we tell or show those around us the good things about love, 
we are witnesses for love; if we tell about health, we are witnesses for 
health. If we show forth in our lives the goodness of God, then we are 
witnesses for him; that is what he was teaching the people of Israel to do. 

As we study the Bible to get help in our own lives, we find that the 
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children of Israel represent to us our religious thoughts. God is asking us 
today to keep our thoughts only on him. Our words and our deeds are 
like our thoughts, and if our thoughts are on God we shall speak and act in 
ways that will witness for God to all the world. 

We can be witnesses more by our acts than by our words. Most peo- 
ple do not worship God because they do not know him as he really is. 
They worship images of wood and stone and metal in the form of houses 
and property and money, and these people think that such things will 
save them when they are in need. If a man loves money more than he 
does God, he makes money his idol, and he is like those who worship images 
and idols of other kinds. If we can show these people, by our everyday 
lives, that there is but one God that will save from every trouble, it will help 
them to know him and to turn from their false gods. In this way we can do 
real missionary work. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
What does God teach the people of Israel in this lesson? 
How can we be witnesses for God? 
Why do some people worship false gods? Name some of these gods. 
How can we help these people? 


LEsson THOUGHT—/ shall live each day so that my life will be a 
witness for God. 


MEMORY VERSE 
To him, the true and only God, 
A witness I would be, 
That all the world may plainly see 
His qualities in me. 
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FRIENDLY TRAINS 


“Hundred and twenty nine—hundred and thirty. I'll say that 
is a long freight. One hundred and thirty cars, and the caboose 
not yet in sight!” 

From our swing under the big trees, Son and I were watching 
the trains whistle and puff by, close to the west fence at Friendly 
Maples. When we first came to Friendly Maples the trains both- 
ered us a bit at night, but now we seldom hear them. If we do 
chance to wake to the sound of a train whistle, is seems so compan- 
ionable and familiar that we are quickly soothed to sleep. 

Through the day the trains are a constant source of interest 
and speculation. Many a pleasant hour have we spent swinging, 
and waving at the passing trains, and we have gained some railroad 
lore. Long before the train is in sight we can tell by the sound 
whether or not it is pulling a heavy load, and how it is firing. Of course 
it is easy to distinguish the sound of a passenger from that of a 
freight. Then there is the little old coffeepot which goes percolating 


-by in the late afternoon. It is a local, drawn by a small, old-style 


engine which reminded some one of a coffee pot, and so the local 
got its name. Its funny little chug-chug really sounds like the bub- 
bling of an enormous pot of coffee. 

One of the most fascinating of our train games is the making 
of stories about the places to which the trains go and from which 
they come. The long train, with its heavy load of oil tanks, which 
just thundered by, comes from the oil fields. The oil fields are all 
sandy and dotted with derricks. There are few trees and little 
grass there, but the rhythmic movement of the pumps, sending wealth 
into the pipe lines, is full of life and interest. 

The fast California train, with the jolly black cook in his 
clean white coat and cap, who often waves from the diner, is going 
to the land where the wild Poppies grow.. 

Then there is the night train for Colorado. Those fortunate 
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passengers are going out to the wide prairies where the primroses 
bloom at night and the wild snowballs fill the air with perfume. On 
the prairies dwell our friends, the prairie dogs, in their tiny villages. 
About lunchtime tomorrow the folk on the train will see the purple 
mountains with their trimmings of white. The night train to Colorado 
has passed. From the distance it sends a friendly whistle, which comes 
clearly on the night air. 

Another of our train pastimes is, wondering about the people on 
the trains. Are they going home, or visiting? Are they just traveling 
men to whom the trip is an old story, or are they families on vacation? 
Will they eat in the diner, and do they enjoy, as much as we do, eating 
their dinner with the world whirling by outside? 

The fast mail is coming. Get ready to return the engineer’s 
greeting. How we admire the way he leans out of the cab, his body 
swaying with the movement of the engine. What keen eyes and calm, 
clear brain he must have. 

It is evening now, and there are the lights to watch. The pow- 
erful headlight sends its stream of light far down the track. The green 
block signal, which sometimes changes to red, and the waving of the 
brakeman’s lantern are familiar. Sometimes there come the sounds 
of grinding brakes and of air exhaust and of slowing wheels. We 
know, without looking, the probable cause. 

“A hot box,”’ one member of the family will hazard. 

“Or the block is set against him,”’ counters another, meaning that 
the little green light has its red face turned toward the engineer. 

e trains are our neighbors and we are interested in their move- 
ments and well-being. A dear lady who visited us recently asked 
whether we did not find the trains annoying. “They are so noisy,” 
she said. We smiled at one another. 

“Yes, they are noisy, very noisy,” we agreed—“‘but such inter- 
esting noises.” 
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How Many Rabbits 
Can You Find? 


USE EACH LeTTERW 
OF THE 
ALPHABET 
ONLY ONCE 


5009 SHINN 


TAKE! YOUR PENCIL AND BLOT ouT 
THE UNNECESSARY LINES 


ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN AUGUST WEE WISDOM 


No. I, apple; No. 2, cedar; No. 3, pine; No. 4, maple; No. 5, 
oak; No. 6, poplar; No. 7, elm. 
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BUDDY STARTS TO SCHOOL 


Buddy started to school this 
morning. I stood at the window and 
watched the school bus until it went 
over the hill. 

Mother told me that Buddy must 
learn many things, so that he will 
be a useful man. 

It was lonesome, with only 
Mother and Daddy and Boon and 
Kitty Black and my dolls. I asked 
Mother when Buddy would come 
home. She said: 

‘‘This afternoon. But lunch is 
ready; so come 


After lunch I asked Daddy when 
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Buddy would come home. He said: 

‘‘Before supper. Better take your 
nap, now. 

He carried me up to my bed, and 
Kitty Black slept with me. Boon 
slept on the floor. 

When I woke up, Buddy was 
sitting on the side of my bed, looking 
at me. 

I put my arms around him and 
kissed him, and Buddy put his arms 
around me and kissed me. 
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Hollyhock, beside the wall, 
Why are you so very tall? 


I am scarcely three feet high, 
While you nearly reach the sky. 


I would look straight in your face, 
If you grew in the right place! 


When my father comes along, 
He will lift me—he is strong. 


I shall like to look at you, 
And I hope you ll like me, too. 
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SUNDAY SCHOOL LEAFLETS 


Little people in Unity Sunday schools all 
over the country are provided with a lesson 
leaflet which explains the International Sun- 
day School Lesson for the day. 

The first thing that this leaflet tells is the 
subject of the lesson; then follows the Golden 
Text. The story of the lesson is told quite 
fully, i in simple language that you can easily 
understand. Bible stories are an education in 
themselves, and when you grow up you will 
want to be fully educated. 

Following the story of the lesson are sev- 
eral paragraphs telling “What the Lesson 
Teaches.” In this explanation you geta good 
understanding of the Bible lesson, because it 
is made very plain and clear. Then come 
Lesson Questions. “ There are only a few of 
these—just enough to suggest the points that 
you should fix in your mind. 

The “Lesson Thought” is a statement for 
you to hold as a prayer or a meditation during 
the week. A “Memory Verse” of four lines 
closes the four-page leaflet. 

Each lesson is illustrated with a well- 
drawn, interesting picture which you can color 
to suit yourself. 

If you do not have an opportunity to gotoa 
Unity Sunday school, Mother can have one 
with you, or you can hold a little Sunday school 
of your own, with a few of your friends, by 
using this leaflet. 

Price, 2 cents each, or $1 a year. 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
Tenth and Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 


Faces are scrubbed till they are 
shiny, 
Collars and neckties are donned. 
No more long afternoons playing 
Down in the shade by the pond. 


My, but the new shoes feel heavy; 

Toes fairly shrink from their 
touch. 

That they are larger than last 
year's, 

Seems not to help matters much. 


Quick! for the first bell is sounding. 
Tasks must be done now by rule. 

Days of just lazing are over— 
But say, we have a fine school! 
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When I open my eyes 
In morning light. 
I open my mind 


To thoughts of right. 


When I whisper my 
prayer 
And go to rest, 
I know that my day 
Proves God's way 


When I listen to 
God's 

Voice, every hour, 

Then my days are 


full 
Of love and power. 
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